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THY SONGS 
(TO TANDRA DEVI) 
Devi! The echo of thy songs ripples in the heart 


As a holy stream through woodlands flowing. 


Devil Thy songs are as pure frankincense 


Burning on temple fire ; 
Or as the smoke of a burning heart, 


Pierced by the fiery arrow of God-desire. 


Devi! Thy songs are not the songs of our world: 
They are of another attachment— 


A love not of avarice, nor of lust. 


Thine eyes are a Water Temple. 


Thy tears are pearls of priceless sheen, 
And in these limpid pools 
Fairies of love 
String garlands of moonbeams. 
Translated from the Urdu of 


Hafiz (Jallandhari), 
by Anela Hafiz. 
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FOREWORD 


N° real poetry lives on a preliminary tom-tom, though a 

good deal of spurious poetry enjoys a single birthday by 
means of that device. Yeats tom-tommed the village to 
MacMillan’s verandah to hear an Indian singer twenty-seven 
years ago—but Rabindranath Tagore had only to lift up his 
voice and the need of an announcer passed. The use of the 
famous foreword to Gitanjali was in drawing attention to 
something that by inherent unusualness or apparent remote- 
ness was likely to pass unnoticed, to the deprivation of those 
who did not notice. е 


Readers of magazines and newspapers have already (at 
least those of them who do not constitutionally shrink from 
matter printed in lines that threaten poetry) touched the 
passionately aspiring lyrical utterance of that all-round genius 
Tandra Devi. A foreword is therefore out of date. She has 
slipped in before John the Baptist could lift up his voice in the 
wilderness. But I think I may even now serve the purpose— 
no, not of pointing an unnecessary finger at obvious earnest- 
ness, authority, vision, beauty, lofty imagination, but of saying 
something about certain phases of her affirmations of what I 
must call seership, that the singer herself would find it difficult 
to say; even as I myself (who have been composing verse on 
and off for forty-five years), have not yet found it possible to 


tell the truth regarding my own experiences as a creative 
artist. 


It was in Tandra Devi's London home a quarter of a cen- 
tury ago that I got one of those flaming glimpses into the reality 
behind creative art that shrivel up critical abstractions and melt 
the substantiality of intellectual foundations. While she sang, 
and played on a tambura (this was shortly after her first visit 
to India) I became vividly aware of an extra presence in the 
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room, a Being that in some then inexplicable way was both 
the creation and the creator of the music. I know all the 
questions that such a statement can arouse: Il went through 
them all myself, having been born with Gemini rising and a 
double crown, and the consequent capacity, frequently a 
nuisance, of being able to see even more than two sides toa 
matter. Ihad had somewhat similar experiences during ten 
previous years of psychical research in Ireland. I had observed 
mediums in the company of Yeats, and had got to know some 
of the living things that moved behind the vast little poems of 
AE. In Tandra Devi І recognized another of the small but 
profoundly significant band of artists who are not merely 
expressors of fluctuant moods and notions, but evokers of 
living Powers—artists who do not create merely casual images 
of distorted reality, but whose emotional nature, intuition, 
imagination, thought and skill are, in some way as yet imper- 
fectly understood, the material out of which the Powers of 
Life can fabricate images and project impulses that are 
as near as may be, in human limitation, expressions of Their 


reality. 


Tandra Devi belongs to the group of spiritual poets from 
whose songs one could now produce a superb anthology, a 
record of direct inspiration and experience that would be 
found to have elements common to the affirmations of the reli- 
gions of all time, but coloured and varied by individual endow- 
ment. I have sometimes indulged in speculation as to whether, 
Supposing science and the modern spirit totally expurgated the 
world’s scriptures, the utterances of the spiritual poets 
(Mirabai, Kabir, Tagore, Blake, Yeats, AE, and others) might 
not constitute the new scriptures of humanity, free from 
intellectual dogma, emotional zealotry, and the claims toa 
false universality and finality that are the special danger of 
religious organization. Indeed, during my first lecture-tour 
in the United States of America in 1929 I found occasion to 
make a public test of the interpretable value of poetry ina 
lecture on “ Poetry as Scripture,” and surprised myself as much 
as my audience by the richness of significance that certain 
SE aoed when E p n hed Pun the deadening 
inhibition that poetry is merely a decorati i 
fitele/or Дейин. y y orative way of saying 


ХІУ 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


TN 


күр»; ТТЕР 











M РНБ 





1 


Tandra Devi's " Poems of the Winter Solstice,” give some 
indication of the spiritual value of poetry ; that is, of the reve- 
latory and interpretative element in poetry which comes to the 
poet so full of super-sensual experience that precise speech 
fails it, and it has to find expression in symbol and metaphor. 


These " Poems of the Winter Solstice” are not, however, 
merely symbolic, metaphoric. Tandra Devi writes: " Itried to 
put down simply and without exaggeration, just what happened. 
Such happenings are natural at the time of the Winter Solstice. 
You only haveto 'tunein.' The Festival is for everyone. 
There was a messenger, and I could smell the roses, see the 
golden clouds, feel the pressure of hands upon my couch, the 
brush of the holy garment upon my hair. Only, alas! I could 
not see the face. But the Kingly OneIsaw. I wrote down 
exactly what I saw. The tight folds, the swift movement, the 
pointed end of the cloak—the beautiful majesty of that visitor. 
And so with all the rest. Does not the devotee know of the 
flame which rises out of, the heart ?—of the sacred hamsa who 
appears to him in samadhi and takes him away into the far, far 
spaces ?—of those who are ‘poor men from the far-off moun- 
tain, their powers and their gifts? The festivals of the sun 
are among nature’s halting places іп the pilgrimage of life. 
There the weary traveller is rested and refreshed. My little 
poems were and are merely records: as nearly as possible 
literal records. Of all such experiences, a faithful description 
must be poetry." : 


The ancient solstitial rites were not merely dramatiza- 
tions of seasonal changes. They expressed the psychological 
parallels in the history of the human psyche. Their Christian 
variant, Christmas, was anthropomorphosed by the Latin 
mind into the celebration of an actual child-birth in which the 


‚ vastness of the Cosmic Life was not symbolized but incarnated, 


—thus robbing the event of the sublime rationality of 
natural interpretation and surrounding it with the elaborate 
physical superstition that arises when the transient, local and 
personal are made a substitute for the eternal, universal and 
super-personal. The objective unoriental mind turned into 
the celebration of the childhood of divinity a tradition that 
was an annual recognition of the divine re-birth in man. It 
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was also a recognition of the divinity of motherhood: andIam 
inclined to think that the true Christmas story (in, any 
religion) can only be told by a mother. Anna Bonus Kings- 
ford told it interpretatively in lyrical prose two generations 
ago, in certain chapters of her priceless Clothed with the Sun. 
Tandra Devi re-lives it in “Poems of the Winter Solstice, 
which, though written in London, at Christmas, speak in the 
terminology of India. 


Tandra Devi has lived at the heart of India. No 
sacerdotal reredos stands in the poetess’ way when she chants 
her vision іп the manner of the Vedic seers. She may be 
denied admission to the physical shrine of Mahadeva. But 
no medieval restriction can deny her the primal right of 
building her own shrine in the purified imagination, and 
inviting the Deity to enter. Here, in the most drastic sense 
ofthe phrase, "the readiness isall" And those who read. 
“A Young Woman Thinks on Mahadev " with opened eyes, 
will find in it the "readiness" that turns the vernacular of 
earth into the symbolic language of heaven. 


Tandra Devi is not only in affinity with India's religious 
thought, but with its arts. Hindu classical dance recognizes 
two main phases—the tandava or masculine phase, and the 
lasya or faminine phase. Tandra Devi, in her poetry, keeps 
consistently on the feminine side of the metaphysical 
line between the two phases. Now that a sufficient quantity 
of her poetry is available, some speculative student of the 
mystery of creative expression may make a study of it in 
contrast with the poetry of Rabindranath in which the lasya 
Spirit is expressed by a poet inhabiting the tandava form. Mean- 
while, it is helpful to know what Tandra Devi herself thinks 
of the poetical aspect of her many-sided expressiveness—for 
she has the rare capacity of moving between creative absorption 
and critical awareness. “I have always felt,” she says, “that 
in poetic expression one should be utterly simple, bold, 
and, as it were, naked." Poetry is, she says, "a vent, a 
psychological explosion, which reveals the true individual." 
She deprecates the reticence by which women add a false 
allurement to sex. “This reticence is a subtle form of sen- 
suality ; but so curiously twisted has the human mind become 
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hat it is almost universally extolled as a shining virtue!” 

She asserts that “ until woman cuts this unhealthy reticence 

out of her art, or her reactions to life, and all her judgments 

thereon, life will continue complex, essentially barbarous, and 

true civilization will remain a dream." These are challenging 

statements: they have important implications, which, however, 

cannot be developed in an introductory note; not the least. 
significant implication being that, in her prose, Tandra Devi 

shows that the tandava energy can express itself through a 

lasya embodiment ! 


The poem, “ The Holy Body,” is a sequel in 1932 to the 
previous poem, "A Young Woman Thinks on Mahadev,” 
written in 1909. In the interval between them Tandra Devi 
developed her studies in yoga and her creative expression in 
art. These two lines of experience come together in " The 
Holy Body," which expresses the yogic attainment in the 
terms ofthe artist. It would be an error, however, to regard 
the language of the poem as entirely figurative. Like certain 
of the modern Indian painters, who have told me that they 
only paint what they have "seen" (referring thus to their 
paintings of the Gods and Goddesses), Tandra Devi here, as 
in other poems, chants of a more complete experience than 
just that of the imagination. The poem is a transcript of 
events participated in by the seeress in a London boarding- 
house. Hindu readers will see that, though the poetess uses 
the name of Christ, as was natural in a Christian environment, 
the reality behind the expression can be called by any name 
whereby humanity has denominated the Purusha or Divine 
Being at the core of the individual and universal life. 


'The poems of Tandra Devi are mostly written in what 
is commonly called free verse, that is, verse without specific 
stanza-structure or rhyme. But some are in rhymed and 
stanzaic form. It is a tribute to her sincerity and power over 
words, that she is as impressive in one form as in the other. 


Certain of her poems, such as in Ж Bitter Sweet ", reflect the 
emotional admixture in human experience ; but the spirit of the 


Bhagavad Gita governs them. The poetess recognises that 
liberation from the frustrating tests of life can only be achieved 
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through mastery of them—not by futile opposition, or by 
lazy acquiescence, but by separating the pure gold from the 
dross in the fire of experience—by spiritual understanding, in 
which one can “ suffer them without a sigh." Some of her 
shorter pieces might have been sung in Hindi by Rani Mirabai, 
so congenial are they in their Vaisnavite spirit. The Lonely 
Garden” recalls " Main-ne Chakar Rakhoji.” 


The love-symbolism which pervades these poems is of the 
same nature, too, as that in the lyrical poetry of Rabindranath. 
It has no relationship, save by an unavoidable parallelism, with 
physical desire. It is a human code of super-physical ex- 
perience, translatable out of transciencies of speech into 
psychological and spiritual realities. It is not just a thing of 
passing emotions and fancy. Itis as real to the poetess as 
anything in life can be—more real, indeed, because “nearer 
than hands and feet” to the degree of inner life on which her 
consciousness functions when she touches, or is touched by, 
" that serene and blessed mood,” known to Wordsworth, in 
which poetry is born. Above all, it is real to her because it 
is the quintessence of her own personal living and loving, 
Suffering, and joys. She refuses to differentiate between 
human and divinelove. When the human is touched, instantly 
it rushes out to the divine, sending "its smoke into the 
infinite," Yet, very human is “ Pearls Upon Your Feet"— 
the helplessness of love in face of old age and death. In 
“ Blue Smoke " the poetess sings for a myriad Indian lovers, 
in whom the evening fires awaken sacred memories. 


„ Love of country she counts among things “ Bitter-Sweet." 
In "А Solemn Song of England" this Irishwoman identifies 
herself with England in lines as English in feeling as these 
others are Indian. She writes: “ These lines, together with 
a song in old English style, were received by me from a deva 
of England. It is significant to note that the song and its 
words were published at that time in the magazine of the 
Headquarters Y. M. C. A., London, together with a detailed 
account of the manner in which it was received, and of the 
visitation by the deva (‘angel’). This was widely read. (1916).” 


The second part of “ The Land of Mists” is in the same 
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mood as a poem of the late C. S. Bharati, in Tamil, “A Gopi 
Song,” in which Shri Krishna is seen in all aspects of nature 
and yet not only as a myth-personification, but as a reality, 
even as the Irish Gods and Goddesses that A. E. painted 
were real to him. 


I mention these affinities in Tandra Devi's poetry 
with the poetry of certain Indians, not to suggest any deriva- 
tiveness in her's (though she is aware of the characteristics of 
Indian poetry), but to indicate the identity of her inner 
experience with theirs, from which identity proceeds a natural 
similarity of expression though in a differentlanguage. She 
cannot read any Indian language. 


When Maeterlinck undertook the prefacing of the few 
utterances of intuition and spiritual experience of Ruysbroek 
the Belgian mystic, he probably did not anticipate that his 
introduction would considerably outmeasure the original; nor 
did Yeats probably anticipate the same of his notes to his own 
little sheaf of lyrics in The Wind among the Reeds. Yet it is 
natural for mental elaboration to exceed inspiration. Inspira- 
tion may give us fragments of spiritual sustenance—' Bread 
steeped in midnight " as Maeterlinck called them—but when 
the mind ponders the mystery of bread and the profounder 
mystery of midnight, there is no end to the possibilities of 
exposition. 


The poems of Tandra Devi are of this. kind. To those 
who, like myself, have had experiences beyond the usual, and . 
have brooded over their significances, the poems present 
substance outside the categories of ordinary literary criticism; 
and this substance has in and about it the strange tang of 
what may be only darkness to those who see with the outer 
eye alone, or may have all the profundity of Shelley's “ Solemn 


midnight's tingling silentness" to those who have deeper sight 
and acuter hearing. 


The nearest literary affinities to Tandra Devi's poetry are, 
I think, the bhakti (devotional) singers of India and the 
hymnologists of Europe. Yet there is a wide difference 
between them and her, seeing that their utterances came out 
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of an intellectual naiveté which accepted much that is not 
now accepted, whilst her’s have come through a human instru- 
ment sensitive to both the rationalist criticism and occult 
assertion that is characteristic of our complicated era. For 
let it be borne in mind that the singer of these songs of 


experiences that are normal to her, but abnormal to others, . 


carries the double reputation of a supreme artist in music and a 
supreme organizer of affairs. Tandra Devi is no recluse in the 
ordinary sense ; though she was and isa true recluse in the deep- 
er sense of carrying her " ark of the covenant” about with her 
wherever she goes. The poem “Home” written in 1934 
should be read with this in mind. "I made that poem," she 
says, " because my Master's beauty had made my poor abode 
a palace." She is nearer, indeed, to the spiritual poets of India 
than to the hymnologists of Christendom, because her song is 
entirely personal and therefore free in its choice of expression, 
while the hymnologists of the early Catholic Church, as of 
the latest Protestant sect, have always a choir and congrega- 
tion in mind, and must therefore moderate themselves to 
easily comprehensible meanings and simple mass-rhythms. Of 
the lyrics of this class two, “ The Winding Path ” (1934) and 
“The Conqueror ” (1916) would meet the needs of group- 
singing as distinct from free personal expression. Both present 
the required stanza-form ; but both also present a variation 
as if in protest against restriction. ‘ The Winding Path” 
varies its rhyme-scheme ; “ The Conqueror " drops a beat in 
itsfirst and last lines. These are deliberate devices of the 
poetess, who steadfastly refuses to permit academic rules to 
thwart beauty of expression. Thus in “ The Conqueror”, the 
first word of the first and last lines requires a pause, hence 
the dropped beat. These two poems have a vocal and 
figurative quality that carries them back to the era of Donne 
and Herbert ; yet their subject-matter is specifically Indian, 
the first referring to the poetess’ Himalayan Master—whom 
she tells us she first met in London—the second, to the Yogi 
who had ‘conquered, not others, but himself. Of" The Wind- 
ing Path ‘she writes: “The ‘sweet voice and low’ heard 
below life’s sweetest music, the ‘sustaining tone,’ are not 
metaphors. These are the wondrous sounds which the disciple 
hears, literally, below and above earth’s grandest harmonies. 
This is my idea of music—the only music that moves me now.” 


XX 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 





























In studying Tandra Devi's poems I had always felt some 
kind of musical accompaniment to them, not harmonic in the 
Western manner, but spontaneously melodic like the pallavi 
and anapallavi (sthayi and antarah) of Indian classical music. 
Iam interested to learn from the poetess that many of her 
poems *have come with (or before or after) music." She 
does not, however, usually record this spontaneous music, of 
which only a few spare outlines have been preserved, as she 
believes in freshly improvised music, instead of the fixed 
melody and harmony of the ordinary song and accompaniment. 
“ Every passing mood of mind and nature," she says, “has its 
music, and the true musician should find and sing that, on the 
passing moment." Many, if notall, of Rabindranath Tagore's 
lyrics of spiritual experience were a twin birth of words and 
music. Some kind of simple chant went with certain of AE's 
poems which I heard him recite shortly after their creation. 
Yeats tried a harp accompaniment to his lines, (and Tandra 
Devi often improvised song to them in public at his invitation); 
I once overheard him making successions of sounds in a 
corner of a room in Normandy, and then learned that his 
method of composing poetry was to fit words into sound- 
moulds. Round about these facts lies a field of study as to the 
nature of music in poetry. It seems to me that the poetry of 
spiritual experience carries with it some primary music; while 
aesthetical poetry, that is stimulated from outside, rises to a 
secondary music. This last is the " heard melodies” of Keats, 
worked into the tegument of the expression and placing song 
іп the category of literature; while “ those unheard” those 
“ ditties of no tone” that are piped to the spirit by the spirit, 
can only be reached by opened inner ears, or perhaps are 
intended to compel us to make our own improvised music for 
the songs. Along with the sensed accompaniment to Tandra 
Devi's poems I have been conscious also of an equally 
spontaneous tala (time) that gives to the recorded words a 
rhythmic variety suiting changes of thought or feeling, like the 
Pindaric ode in which Coventry Patmore chanted the mystery 
of the Unknown Eros, as Tandra Devi chants the open vision 
of the known Lover of the Soul. Which brings us to what is, 
after all, the special distinction of her poetry, that is, its voicing 
of direct contact with other planes of life than those normally 
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contacted by the vast majority of humanity, and with Beings 
functioning on those planes. 


It has to be repeated that the reader of these poems 
must not regard them as just creations of an aspiring imagina- 
tion. The Guru whom the poetess addresses in certain songs 
is to hera reality. He is not the Jagad Guru in the universal 
sense, but a definite entity to whom she has given her unstint- 
ed devotion. He is as real to her as the Divine Mother to 
Sri Ramakrishna or the Irish Gods and Goddesses to AE. 
“My Guru has told me that the Masters frequently travel 
disguised as simple folk, so we must watch for them every- 
where,"she says. Thus, to her, the Master is capable of 
physical embodiment, and may, as she says in "Nothing of 
this World," (1935), go along the human way in the garb of a 
cow-boy, a shepherd or a mariner. This element in Tandra 
Devi's poetry will pass the majority of Indian readers without 
question ; and it is probable that there is a small but expanding 
body of students of the deeper things of life outside India who 
wil welcome her poems as expressions of experiences too 
intimate and sacred for mere prose. 


Naggar J. H. COUSINS 
Kulu, Punjab, 1939. 
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AUTHOR'S PREFACE 


Most of these poems have been inspired by my contact with 

Oriental life and culture. They were not written for 
any literary purpose, but rather as affording some relief to a 
heart over-burdened with searching. They were made at 
different times and places between 1909 and 1939, and are a 
simple record of the most real happenings in my life. 


Acknowledgment is due to J. Krishnamurti, the title of 
whose book I have used in the name “ The Pool of Wisdom.” 
The poem is not, however, specifically related to his book. 


Many of these poems came with chanting, just as many 
pictures and designs come with a song, even though it is not 
usually listened for, and so, may not be heard. I have 
preserved a few outlines of chants, and perhaps some day 
these may also be published, should there appear to be a need 
for their publication—that is, if there should still exist a few 
people who believe that poetry and music, painting and the 
arts generally, have their roots in individual cosmic experience, 
of which chanting is the most intimate expression; and that 
such meagre records of this experience as may survive the 
fever of life, possess significance apart from all passing phases 
of the arts. Such phases, however beautiful, are subject to 
change, and, however precious, to decay; whilst that other, 
however childish it may look or sound to over-civilised 
humanity, is of the Immortals. Those who have felt the magic 
of Their arts, even in the slightest degree, must perforce 
choose to babble as babes in the courts of their temples. 
The best that man unaided can achieve, can no longer hold 
them. They are spellbound by the Artists Who matter most. 
They have become as fools, door-keepers, neophytes in these 
Mysteries. 


Srinagar TANDRA DEVI 
Kashmir, 1939, 
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PICTORIAL IMPRESSIONS 


“ The night passes on, and I am alone, alone.” 


2 


“ The pointed ends have touched 

The threshold of this dwelling. 

You pass through— 

Out with a sweeping turve...... 

Presently I will turn back 

To the dwelling which has been honoured— 
And there mark the imprints 

Of your footsteps.” . 


" Softly I watch and ponder.” . 


EE a limpid pool 

Reflects an angel’s face. 

Gaze on those eyes— 

Gazing in that pool of heav'n above...... 
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A YOUNG WOMAN THINKS 
ON MAHADEV 
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Mahadev, or Shiva—the Great God—is pictured as 
eternally meditating in the Himalayas or highest regions of 
the soul. He is called “ Conqueror of Love." The story 
runs that the God of Love once tried to shoot at Him, but 
was shrivelled to ashes by the fire from His Third Eye. 


Shiva's long, beautiful hair is represented as having 
held the primeval ocean as it fell out of space towards the 
worlds. Part of the ocean dropped down to earth; part, to 
the souls in purgatory, and part was caught up to the Gods 
in heaven. 


Shiva is the Lord of the funeral pyre, the burning 
ground. He is the Destroyer and Regenerator. He is the 
God of musicians. The lila or dance of Shiva is His 
Universe. 


He wanders the worlds seated as a Beggar upon an old 
white bull. The open-eyed perceive him. 
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A YOUNG WOMAN THINKS ON 
MAHADEV 


Shiva ! 

Why dost Thou melt my heart with Thy beauty ? 
Thou hast melted it a thousand thousand times, 
And yet it is not merged in Thee. 

Thou art like a playful child, 

And I, some waxen doll— 

Melting me a little, freezing me a little, 

And mocking at my transformations. 

Ah Shiva! 


Why dost Thou melt my heart with Thy beauty? 


Here where Thou sittest, wrapt in eonian musings 
Thou art the very God of Love—Thou fire of ice— 
2 because Thou art His Master ! 
These are his shafts, piercing my heart from Thee, 
Burning and shattering me. 
* Eri * * * 


They say the white breasts of the Himalay 


Burn forever on Thy pyre, O Lord ! 
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Nay, Mahadev! Not these alone, but worlds 


In ecstasies of love expire to Thee. 


They say Thou ridest all unseen, unheard, 

And beggarly, on white bulls among men, 

But yet for aye in fixéd contemplations 

On Kailas th’ unreachable art hid, 

Oh! These are tales—soft tales for fearful minds, 
Powerless to sink in Thine infinitudes, 

Beholding not the lotus-blooms that rise 


At ev'ry space Thou touchest in their wilderness. 


Lo! On trackless ways, 

To some vague Kailas, 

Dusty with years and births, Time wanders оп! 
Thy white bull asks him on his way, for food, 
And Thou, all-immanent, entreatest too; 

But Time heeds not, nor sees Thy beggar Form, 
For he hath set his face away from Thee ; 


He will not rein his ambling steps to find 
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That Thou art here, O Kailas and O Shiv! 
Within! Before! Behind! 

KG ж ж * ж 
I see the vast unfathomable oceans 
As dewdrops in Thy wild hair lightly falling ; 
And here and in the thundering stars I see 
Thy skeleton—the caverns and the rocks 
That hold the worlds in uttermost abysms 
Of living dark. 

And lo! In moveless grip, 

Between Thy smallest joints 
The hills of space are rivetted, О Shiv! 
And through Thy flesh the veins of myriad rivers 
Flow with unending succour to the plains 
Of earth and all earth's sisters, far and near, 
Feeding upon their breasts all needful things. 
O'er Thy might, tempering Thy majesty— 
Luring and winning, snaring all life for Thee— 
The veil of Parvati, Thy Motherhood, is spread. 


Rainbow-edged with golden sunsets ; 
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Weary am I of seeking a satiety, 


Now make Thy purpose mine! 


I would not ask one pain of yearning less, 
If so, Ishvar, my heart should tire of Thee; 
But wait in sun and dust and lowliness, 
Beyond the farthest threshold of Thy courts, 
Seeing the crystal Image of Thy glory,- 
Outside the shrines men build who will not see. 

x * * T * 
E'en now in fond despair I thought Thee lost, 
Whenlo! Thy very arms, all suddenly, 


Have folded me again upon Thy breast ; 





And, through the deep destruction of my grief, 
Thou hast arisen, radiant, dauntless, Lover— 
Most wonderful! Most pure! Most ravishing ! 
Most eloquent in silent poesy ! 

And every facet of myself is shocked 


With thrills of lightning &ladness, nameless bliss 8 


== no ER 


Forlo! Thy Sun is rolling mightily 
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Upon the blackness of my spirit’s night, 
And turning all its drapery of sorrow 
To bridal robes, delight ! 

* ж * * ЕЯ 
Shiva! І raised this реп and voice to make 
Some symbol of the love that is in me— 
Some garland, lying near Thy lotus Feet, 
To mind Thee of this life that groans for Thee. 
But I have left them—Lord! There is no way 
Of praise, of song, that fitly praiseth Thee— 
No way of life, of death, of sacrifice 
That yields Thee fruit, out of Eternity. 
Lo! Thy vast Self we name, but do not know, 
‘And in the naming break the mystic spell ! 
Oh Shiva! If the silence is Thy hymn 


Teach us to sing it well! 
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Oh give Thy draughts of fire, most cooling drinks, 
Now to the passionate soul athirst for Thee ! 
Why must it wait, why in imaginings 
Alone receive Thy chastening flames, O Shiv ? 
What are its lives, Shambhu, unless Thou takest them? 
What are its loves, O God, unless Thou breakest them ? 
What are its words, calling Thee now “ Great Lord,” 
Unless they are Thy very words indeed—Thy Voice 
Calling unto Itself, and laughing loud in song ? 
How camest Thou so sudden and so strange 
About the corners of my being now, 
Like a flame upstarting, Thou fiery Liberator ? 
Why hast Thou laid me low again ?— 
Why hast Thou burned within me till I cried Thee 
And left me weeping lone, with molten md : 
Upon Thine earthy bosom, clasping brokenly its beauty ? 
AhShiv! Ah Parvati! 
I do not want this loveliness—I want the soul of Thee! ) 


* * * * * 
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As restless sands the worlds are hid 

Beneath Thy fiery sea ; 

And coral-tinctured in its ambient rays 

The crested waves of space 

Roll onward to their bourne upon Thy shores. 
Ocean Thou art, and ocean's moon as well, 
And sun, the Lord of many moons—All! All! 
| Oh Wonder! And oh Terror ! Lord, art Thou! 





| Lone One! I stand upon the brink of Thee, 





As on a baseless rock, fixed in nothingness ; 

| The worlds are melted from me, апа life’s ends 
E- Are vanished at Thy naming, O my God! 

| A terror and a madness hold my brain, 

| And faint and dim mine eyes ; 

| Yet must they strain unto Thy dancing pace, 

| Till, God of Gods! In death they see Thy face. 
Oh Sea of Consummations! Changeless Tide ! 


Blending a myriad purposes in Thine. 
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Bordered deep in poets’ visions ; 
Odorous of magic scents, Star-Queen ! 
Azure-floating through Thy tempests is Merval he | 
And beneath it that dread Form 
Which no creature’s gaze hath seen— 
Mysterious! Feminine! Divine! 

ж * * * * 
Isha! I look upon my dazzling flesh, 
I watch its blue veins, spread like a fairy tree ; 
The strong impetuous limbs, throbbing at rest, 
All instinct with the life that’s fleet and free. 
I see the Mother, tracing on my breasts 
The curvéd lines which baffle artistry, 
And oer the whole enchantment—- 
Marvel on marvel linking— 
The gentle flush of love's own witchery ! 
Why dost Thou make it, Lord, and all its sister- 
And brother-forms, divine surpassingly ? 
Yet crawl behind, with anguish and despair, 


And crown Thy handiwork with agony ?— 
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Why dost Thou set upon their lovely brows 

The signet-marks of Thine own fashioning, 

And rain upon their hands, upturned to Thee, 
Bright jewels from Thy robes of brighter glory ? 

Why greet them in Thy light’ning messengers— 

And kiss them inly through Thy dove-like wooings— 
Yet shatter them at last, 

And all their beauty blast, 

In trackless caves of death, 


Livid and gory? 


Ever I sit with Thee upon my corpse— 

Corpse of my flesh, corpse of my thinkings, too— 
Watching the furrowed tracks where tears of blood 
Have kissed their way to peace upon its cheeks. 
Into the pollutions of avidya, 

Gnawing with Thee, burning and pure, I go; 
Crackling with fiery ruth these dearest selves, 


And licking up their innermost foul juices. 
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THE HOLY BODY 
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The mystic form known in Hinduism as " the man the 
size of a thumb " is called so because it appears to the seer 
as a small but living figure. During this experience the 
smallness of the form is forgotten. This form is the mystic 
form of Christ, Krishna, Buddha—or any liberated soul. 
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THE HOLY BODY 


I carry Thine Image in my heart. 


I see before me the body of the Great Yogi— 

Body as God made it, without pollution of man’s thought 
The small, lean Image — 

Perfect feet, slender legs and arms, 

Thin shoulders, straightened back-- 


Body as God made it, unpolluted by man’s thought ! 


Seeming frail, 

Strong with the strength of Him, 

I see this Body, sitting cross-legged in space. 
Ascetic, full of love’s effulgence, free 


Naked and pure. 


Skin like petals of an olive rose— 
That Body, quiet and poised, 


Alert as the leopard, 
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Light, invincible and penetrating— 


I carry that Image within my heart. 


In infinite space It takes shape. 
Out of the ineffable and formless 
This Form takes birth, Self-born. 
This is the Form of Christ— 
The Body of all mankind— 

The End and the Beginning. 


It is small, 

It is as nothing 

It penetrates all things— 
It lives in all— 

It swallows life— 


It lives, Thine Image, in my heart ! 


I see the little Form suspended in infinite space, 
Which Thou didst make, Thou Lover of men 
Out of Thy thought unpolluted— 
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Out of Thy breath, Thy harmony. 


When the lungs move, it is Thy breathing— 
The heart, Thy Pulsing ; 

Every organ, 

Each sense, 

Each frc, 


Thine own complete unfolding. 


From each part of this Body there flows all the beauty 
and perfection of limitless Perfection to mankind. 


Into each part of this Body there enters all the agony, 


the grief and the black sorrow of ignoring multitudes— 
of death, and of longing. 


Ah! I carry this Image in my heart— 
This pure, piercing, tender Image — 
This mighty One, 

This Yogi— 


Here, is my Redeemer ! 


Behold! 
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One strand of His hair will fortify all the hosts of angels. 


The seraphic company dwells upon His temples. 

(There, the lines of sorrow are as rivers of compassion), 
When He speaks, 

I shall hear the crying voices of the children of men, 
The song of the Divine Mother, 

And the thunders of the destruction of all iniquity. 


When He raises His hand the worlds are moved. 


I bend my forehead to the soles of His feet. 

Here is the holy, mystic Body of the Lord. 

It is more real than reality and more present than life 
Within and without my heart SE 
Here is Thy Body ! 

* * * * * 

One night 

I lay down to sleep. 
In my sleep 


The Holy Body lay beside me— 


Eyes upon mine eyes—limbs upon my limbs— 
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" Knee to knee, shoulder to shoulder, 
Heart to heart "— 
Touching, without Sense, 


Possessing, without Person. 


He said : 
“Тау thy head upon My shoulder.” 
I replied : 


“Lord! I am not worthy!” 


Then the dream became reality. 


He laid His head upon my shoulder then, 
And said: 
“I love you and I will come to you— 


I need you and you are My comforting.” — 


And so I put my hands all unworthy, O God! 
About Thy Divine Body, 
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And all my love, O so small and impure, 
Flowed out to Thee, 
And I pressed 

That small spare Form 
With utter tenderness 
Gently, 

Slowly, 

Over and over. 

With all my poor love, 
I clasped Thee 

Over and over 


To my poor human heart. 


Small, frail, Thou wert! 
Mighty, invincible, Thou wert ! 
Body of the Divine Yogi, 


Cleansing me by Thyself. 


My love surged. 
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I worshipped Thee in spirit, flesh and bone. 

I bowed my being to Thee, 

Whilst Thou, 

As Child of Man, 

Lay, Thy head upon my shoulder, 

Asking me for rest. 

Lord! I gave myself to Thee without giving, 


And in that moment my flesh was redeemed. 


Thou art the Lover and the Redeemer! 


My tears wash away my follies 

As I think 

Again and again 

Upon that time when Thou, God of Gods. 
Whole, real, 


Lay upon my heart. 


Thy Body is everywhere 
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Thou supreme Lover ! 


Thou art the only Beloved of each body and each soul. 


Loved art Thou, thus, 


Yet is there no division, no sorrow, and no jealousy. 


(I speak of that which is—the Body of Christ.) 
I carry this Image and my heart is redeemed. 
* * * * * 
O Holy Yogi! 
What shall I do to take Thy Body to the children of the 


world ? 
What offer 


That this feast may be spread before them ? 
Where shall I go to find a word which shall awaken 
And a power which shall shatter 


Their slumbers ? 


I cannot show Thee to them— 


Yet Thou art everywhere. 


I cannot hold Thee within the prison of my mind— 
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I cannot make these unreal words paint the Real. 


The form is a prison, 

But Thy Form has set me free ! 

Unlock their prison doors, 

Yogi, Liberator, 

And set them free ! 

Only Thou art the Desired One, 

The Lover and the Liberator— 

Only Thine Image within their hearts shall break their bonds 


* * * * * 


I will carry Thee on my heart. 
I will carry Thee in my arms, 
I will lay Thee down before them— 


Supreme Lover Crucified. 


How shall they perceive Thee, 


The blind, the suffering ones ? 


I will paint Thy lines— 
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Thy dias shall be my Image ! 
I will sing Thy beauty— 

Thy Voice shall be my Music! 
I will mould Thy Forn— 

Thy Flesh shall be my Clay! 

I will portray Thy Grace— 


Thy Movements shall be my Dance! 


I will show this Thy glorious Body 

Which I carry in my heart, 

Which they carry in their hearts, 

Which lies before them, the suffering ones, 


Forever and ever. 
* * * * * 
What do I hear? 
They tell me that Thine Image is not! 
But I carry Thee in my heart 


And Thou appearest before mine eyes 


Forever. 
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Can the blind see and the mute speak ? 
Blind and mute are they— 
But I carry Thee in my heart 


Forever and forever. 
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." BITTER-SWEET ” 
LOVERS’ POEMS 
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PEARLS UPON YOUR FEET 
Pearls lay upon your feet 
And you moved them about ; 
Yet I would not kiss them, Sweet, 


Lest my secret should out. 


O I would not take your hand, 
Though you moved it to mine ; 
Round my heart lay a soft band 


But my head was hot with Wine. 


O I sighed for a breeze 
From the far-off mount to blow, 
And I cried, because all these, 


Beloved! should pain me so— 


Because your loveliness 
Must fade away from me, 
And death and parting's stress 


Must drown us in their sea. 
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Pearls lay upon your feet, 
And pain upon my heart. 
Ah! keep your jewels, Sweet, 


For remembrance, when we part. 
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ENCHANTED DAWN 
THE SECRET 
I found Love— 
Snared in the web of life. 
I found Love— 


Burning in flames of elemental fire. 


I took him. 

And laid him in the chamber of my heart— 
Poor heart that erstwhile ached and burned— 
Now made gentle for his easing — 

Its fires fallen low— 

Turned to ice, 


For his releasing. 


I found Love— 
But he knew me not ; 
For only in my choosing 


Bitter pain, all sweet joys losing, 
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Did I hold and keep him close— 


Deeply, secretly ! 


LONELY TRYST 


My Beloved said : 


" O come out of this cool chamber 
Into the sunlight of life and joy! 
There will we sport in happy warmth ; 
There youth will lay his hand upon us. 


And we will tremble under his touch.” 


Unutterably 

I yearned to go to him, 

But I shrank back into my quiet heart, 
And lay deep within its misty caverns. 
Pondering. 


Soon from their enchanted distances 
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Came the dawning of another Sunlight ; 
And I heard the murmuring of the flutes of daybreak 


Borne upon the soft winds of early morn. 


Unutterably now I longed 

For Love, my own dear Love. 

But I was alone! 

I could not speak, 

Nor call to him 

For he had gone out into the false light, 


Consuming in elemental fires. 


I could not point 
To the enchanted Sunshine, 
Nor bathe his feet 


In the dews of Dawn. 


Eyes could not see— 
Hands point—feet tread—- 


There, in the secret caverns of my heart, 
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Where Immortal Youth 
Sported with Immortal Beauty, 
In that Sunlight, 
Rising—rising— 


From beyond the radiance of a million stars. 
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THE DIVINE LOVER 
“ Brahm, the Singer of Songs " 
O my Blessedness 
Come into my heart! 
What is the song without the singer ?— 
And what is the singer, without Thee ? 
O my Blessedness 
Come into my heart 


And set its music free! 


I have wandered too long away from Thee, 
My pain and joy ! 

A moment is eternity away from Thee : 
How many eternities? Ah count them not! 
But let them melt in Thee! 

O my Blessedness 


Come into my heart. 


These waves, they say, are singing praise of Thee, 


But seemeth me they moan, away from Thee. 


39 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


That bird anigh me singeth sweetly, too; 
Yet in mine ears, O Dearest, 
The chants of dawn and even 


Are but as sighs upon Thy lotus Feet. 





E'en tho’ I hear the starry melody— 

Psalming of devas, saints, all nature’s minstrelsy 
Steeping my sense in deepest ecstasy— | 
Lord! Break these echoes! Come into my heart, 


And Thou its music be! 


Would that I might not reach Thee in this dream, 
But in the living day instead, 
My dear, my only One! 
Say'st Thou I cannot find Thee so—not yet ?— 
Then let me sleep, or let me die, 
So that I may dream on! 


O my Blessedness 





Stay within my heart! 


36 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 








THE CASTLE OF ILLUSION 
Here charméd sense and mind enspelled 
Acquainted are with Beauty’s rarest flowers, 
Inwrought in tracery of patterned light, 


And dulcet tender shades of fancy’s bowers. 


Here, through the passage of enchanted years, 
The lover sits amazéd in his dream, 
"Mid echoing laughter and amid soft tears, 


Hymning the feet of Beauty where they gleam. 


And here Phantasm’s opalescent shower— 
Ambition blind, and passion’s haunting sway ; 
Glamour of riches, lusts of place and power— 


Dazzle and draw and hold him in their play. 


Here dragon-forms of horrible intent, 
With dull red eyes that will nor close nor die 
Threaten the fearful—nor shall they be rent 


Until he suffer them without a sigh. 
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Dim shadow-wings of other worlds, more blest, 
Surround the weary soul upon its way ; 
Happy is he who toiling, yet shall rest, 


And find within their folds his hope and stay. 





Here shall the hornéd moon 

Raise up her peaks in night's pale solitude ; 
And here deceits assail the tortured soul, 
Till, conquering by might of God within, | 
He shall triumphant cross the moony beams ў 


То solitudes of peace and not of pain. 
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THE LONELY GARDEN 
My heart is on fire with the love that has stolen into it, 


If my Beloved does not speak, I shall endure bitter grief, 
I await in my garden the sound of his footsteps— 


But the night Passes on, and I am alone, alone. 
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BLUE SMOKE 
Evening fire in an Indian village 
It is a blue colour twisting up in a curl of smoke from 


an unseen fire— 


Blue light on black, as the light which shimmered on ` ` 
your hair 
When the fire of love flamed up in our hearts, 


To send its smoke into the Infinite. 
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HUNGER 


The crystal stream of love flows down from heaven. 
It is caught in the strands of your hair and breaks over 

à your form in a divine effulgence. 
O let me lie upon your feet and catch this radiance as it 


showers from you, 
For I am naked, hungry and forlorn. 


Bend your face, so that your tresses touch my lips— 
Even the touch of one hair thrills my weary limbs. 
Iam thinking on that! 

I will not raise my eyes to meet your eyes, 


But will shrink into the shadows, remembering. 
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THE CRYSTAL LAND 


I cannot sing to you— 
For at your coming, 


My voice is drowned in songs of many voices 
From a quiet crystal land— 


A far-off shore— 


Where lovers reign forever, whole and joyous, 


And shadows are no more. 


I cannot weep for you— 


For all my tears 


Long since have spilled their salt into an ocean, 
Where cold glittering waves 
Stifle and rend. 


You are not there, my Sweetest! I have found you 


Where tears and laughter end. 


I cannot hold you, dear— 
For I should lose you, 


In the dim mist and stressing of a passion— 
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In the hot, searing blast 
Of a desire— 
And so I leave you free, and ask for nothing 


But Love's redeeming fire. 


In tearless, silent bliss, 

Love! Ihave tasted— ` 

In prayer have held—embraced you—made you mine ; 
At the slow tender birth 

Of a vision, 


Have seen your soul and worshipped at your shrine. 
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THE LAND OF MISTS 
The woman or man confidant pervades Indian Poetry. 


* Sakhi "—" darling "—thus is the woman addressed by her 


friend. Always the confidant offers advice, consolation an 
hope to the lover. 


The woman receives a poem from, and questions her friend 
about, her lover : 


Tell me, darling, is he mocking me ? 
I have followed him into the Land of Mists, 
Whence there is no return. 
He sang to me, and I lost my heart— 
He looked into my eyes, and I became blind. 
Tell me, darling, is he mocking me, 


And shall I lose him in the Land of Mists? 


The friend answers the woman: 
Thou hast not followed Love into the Land of Mists ; 
"Twas Death beckoned thee and blinded Thee. 

Thy Love hath never called thee— 

Nor sung, nor glanced. 


The ripple of the hollow footfall of Death 
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Resounds in the valley. 


| Fly from the Land of Mists! 
Thy Love is coming to thee on the petals of a blown rose. 
His hair is Morning ! 
His glance, the Evening Star! 
He will not speak, nor touch thy hand— 
But thou shalt sing for all time in the strength of His 
Presence, 
Whose soft footfall o'ertakes the early dew 


In the sweetness of the ravishing of dawn. 


Thine is thy Beloved— 





Unknown! Unsought! Unfound ! 
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SWEET DEATH 
Glad am I, Death, to hear thy soft speeches— 
Musical-sounding like tinkling of waters, 


Rushing through small beds to ocean's wide reaches. 


Grey-white thy garments, like splash of their foaming; 
Grey-blue thine eyes are and full of sweet teardrops ; 


Beautiful rise their soft beams in the gloaming. 


Swiftly come, swiftly, with calm measured pacing ; 
Pass me not by where I, panting, entreat, thee— 


Press to my heart, Death, and stop its wild racing. 


Turgid my brain is, life’s fevers oppress me ; 
O thou Beloved! No more shall I wrong thee ; 


Now let thine icy-cold fingers possess me ! 


Breathe thy cold breath on my life that is going ; 
Drown deep the grief of its ache and its stressing ; 


Freeze and annul my heart-blood in its flowing. 
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Kind are thy ways, Death! Thy kind day is dawning ! 
Birds of my spirit toward thee are flying, 


Beating their wings 'neath thy dark spangled awning. 


Death, sweet Death! 
Take thou my breath ! 
Take thou my life! 
Take all its strife ! 
Kam it to God— 


Deep in the sod. 


Rest—rest— 

Thy behest. 
Dark—dark— 
The body stark— 
The spirit free-— 


Ah! Ecstasy ! 
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A SOLEMN SONG OF ENGLAND 
These lines were ae Durs re ачах days of the 
A solemn song of England 
My voice shall make to-day ; 
A solemn song of England— 
A song made from alway— 
The song of seas and lands unknown 
And brave hearts setting forth— 
Of sons no father could disown, 


From South, East, West and North. 


Praise for these sons of England 
Shall fill my heart to-day ; 
These quiet sons of England, 
Who serve her from alway— 
They serve her now in trench and ship, 
They serve from shadow-land, 
Their spirits, from the vasty deep 


Are speaking through the land. 
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Dear England, Mother England, 
Forget not these to-day— 
The children of thy body, 
Who serve thee from alway-— 
And standing in the Light of Death, 
Look out, and say to thee: 
“ Our England— Mother England— 


Set all thy children free!” 


— = A, eg 
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BITS OF GLASS 


In Memorium Ј.Н.Е iy who passed away on April 25th, 1939 


My mirror is broken— 

It has fallen into small fragments; 
I search for a face 

Long-since beheld therein. 

My mirror is broken 

Into small bits of glass, 

And I gather the fragments, 


Searching for the face of my darling. 


Alas! 

My mirror is broken! 

The face is gone. 

Where is the reflection 

Of him whom I love? 

In anxious misery searching 
In broken fragments of glass, 


I look for you my darling— 
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For one line, one hint of a Shadow 


In little, little bits of glass. 


No face— 

No Shadow— 

But only glints of sunshine 
Sparkle in my tears, 


Reflected from the fragments. 


Where is my Beloved ?— 
In the wind ?— 


In the sunrays ? 


Speaking to me, they say: 

* Thy mirror is broken— 

Search no more for a face therein 
In broken hearts and vessels— 

In fragments and forgotten dust— 
In the wind, in the sunrays, 


He lurks. 
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“ No more for thee 

The sweet reflection 

The homely mirror. 

Gone—gone into fragments of forgotten stones, 
Of dusty mould, of homeless winds, 


Is thy love. 


* Break then, fond heart! 

Crumble with thy mirror! 

Take the comforts of unheeded winds, 
Forgotten flowers 

Unseen sacrifices. 

Die, 

Break, little heart, 

And in small fragments 


Pick up your hopelss self again. 


“Those fragments 
Of fondly-coloured glass 
Put into the Casket of Nothingness. 
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Live—die on! 
Take courage in destruction. 


Seek not for the eternally lost.” 


My mirror is broken 

Gone are its small fragments of glass. 
I will not search for that which is not, 
But now I will humbly offer 

Small bits of coloured glass 


In the beautiful, terrible, sunshine. 
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FESTIVAL OF THE WINTER 
SOLSTICE 
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At the time of the Winter Solstice there is a 
renewal in every soul. This is the real Festival on which 
Christmas is based. The following words were written 
down in the attempt to express simply, accurately, states 
of the soul and actual happenings, experienced during the 
Festival. 

The mystic bird, the dove of the Christian is known to 
Hindus asthe hamsa. The event when it appears to, and 
seems to fly away with, the soul in space, is a real one known 
to some mystics. The cave of the heart, wherein the Divine 
Infant is born —wherein the soul first realises itself—is also 
familiar. It is not a mere symbol. 
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EVE OF THE WINTER SOLSTICE 
INVOCATION 

Be Thou born in me— 
Thou Ineffable, without name or form ! 
Thou Beauty beyond the sun, 
Ilook to Thee! 
Thou Sweetness treasured by the bee, 
Live in me! 

| Verdure of the pleasant earth, 

Clothe ше! | 

| Sap of plenty, 

| Adornment of the poor, 

Enrich me! 

Star beyond darkness— 

Shine into me ! 

Mystery of the deep sea, 

Enrich me! 

Love of all loving things, 

Enfold me ! 


Fragrance creeping on still nights, 
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Intoxicate me ! 


White wings of the Dove, 


Carry me! 


Carry me, O Dove— 

With a swaying motion 

In the bright air 

And through scintillating ethers, 
Away and away 

To the feet of my Dearest. 
Carry me, White Wings— 
Moving towards That 

For which I have panted 

In thralls of a thousand loves— 
The Beloved without name or form— 
The Still— 

The Ineffable. 


Let not the beating falter. 


Waver not. 
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Be it a certain flight— 


Direct. 


Tarry not.upon the pastures— 
The gay fields 

Laid out 

With odorous flowers of spring. 
Press—press on— 

Bird of Life— 

Bird of single flight! 


CONFESSION 
I have thought of Him, 
But thought ended. 
Sleep took my mind 


When it sank into that Infinitude. 


I searched for Him but found Him not. 
I laboured, but His beauty came not to me— 


Ilay in wait for my Beloved, 
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But the night wore on, unresting. 


Came death, 

And I awoke to life. 
I am made one— 

I am taken into That 


Which is without name or form. 
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Holy messengers go forth from the East to bring the Birth- 
Gifts to the world. These are received in the house-hold 
of a devotee in a far-off city of the Western world. 


| NIGHT OF THE WINTER SOLSTICE 
| THE MESSENGER (“Father Christmas ") 
Thou comest with gifts— 

In Thy hands, roses, 


In Thy breath, peace. 


Thou comest with gifts— 
In Thy voice, music 


In Thy feet, rest. 


Gifts are with Thee, 
Gifts within Thee, 
And about Thee, rich gold clouds! 





Thou comest in clouds of gold with gifts ; 


For golden riches are Thy portion— 


Thou comest with gifts 
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To men less poor than Thee. 
Stealing over sleeping multitudes 
At the birth hour, 

Thou comest 


With gifts of gold 
$ 





Frankincense and myrrh. 


From that lowly cave wherein Thou dwellest, 
O Poor Man from the far-off mountain, 


Thou stealest forth. 


Only children have remembered 
That Thou comest with gifts. 
Father of this birth-time. 

Only babes await Thee still. 

In childish ignorance 

The wise ignore Thee, 

Who art here 

With gifts the richest. 


Thou hast come into our house 
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With Thy gifts of golden beauty, 
And laid them upon each sleeping soul therein. 
O I was asleep when Thou camest— 


Father of this birth-time. 


Mine eyes were open, 

But I saw Thee not. 

Yet—1 felt the weight of Thy gifts 
Pressing upon my couch. 

I heard the music of Thine attendants, 
And Thy garment 


| Brushed my face.. 


Thou camest with gifts, 





( But О my soul slept— 


I saw Thee not! 
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THE KINGLY VISITOR 


The Devotee sees a Kingly One approaching the dwelling, 
and joyfully.receives him. ! 


O King! 


Graciously pass through my house— 





Gathering your cloak in tight folds 


About your shoulders. 


The pointed ends have touched 
The threshold of this dwelling. 
You pass through— 

Out with a sweeping curve ; 

But your kind eyes look back 
Upon the eyes that look after you. 
In that look 


Is the promise of remembrance. 


O King! 
Gazing after you, 


I move not from the point of your departure. 
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" The pointed ends have 


touched 


dwelling. 


You pass through— 


= coo P = : Out with a sweeping 

anm S curve...... 
A a SE 3 Presently I will 
turn back 


To the dwelling which has 


been honoured— 


And there mark the imprints 
Of your footsteps.” 
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Presently I will turn back 


To the dwelling which has been honoured— 


And there 
Mark the imprints 


Of your footsteps. 
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THE ANGEL 


A holy Angel comes to the home of the devotee. The air is 


suffused with a sweet perfume. 


You wanted to show me your face— 


But I only smelt the perfume of your presence. 


Your great heart’s love 

Would have shown me 

Your face, as you stayed there by my window. 
But my blindness conquered your love! 

I only smelt the perfume 


Of your sweet, hidden presence. 


Trying again, you smiled at me 
From my doorway. 

Then my heart saw your face— 
So far you prevailed. 

But even your love 


Could not open my blind, stubborn eyes. 
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You wanted to show me your face, 


But, instead, 





I only felt 


Your heart of flame. | 
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THE BIRTH IN THE HEART 
At the solemn midnight hour, the devotee enters into con- 
templation, and the Holy Birth of the Winter Solstice takes 


place within the Cave of the Heart, in the presence of a 
wise Teacher. 


Laved in the waters of my birth, 
I am born in a cave, 
Rising as a flame 


Through a stream which extinguishes not. 


Thou bringest the waters of my cleansing 
From an eternal fount ; 

And this is my birth and my baptising— 
My reception into Thy world 


And the end of long waiting. 


Thy world takes birth in me 
As a dripping of dew— 

The sweet, cool stream, 

As a pillar of crystal 


Descends upon me. 
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Lo! Thou hast stolen into my heart 





With a lamp 
Which is Thyself ! 
And there, the little child— 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


My Spirit— 


Gazes into Thine eyes without hindrance. 


With a swift movement 

Thou sayest 

" Be born!" 

And the little Child comes forth alone, 
With Thee. 


69 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


у Ө 


THE CRADLE 


The devotee witnesses a Nativity Drama, and sees inwardly 
what is here described. 


The soft cradle, 

Like a nest of light, 

Comes down from heaven before mine eyes. 

Over it, with arms outstretched, 

The Holy Being Who, within its lightsome clouds 
Has hid His life. 


Slowly, descending before mine eyes 
The lightsome cradle of the Lord— 


Suspended, awaiting love’s welcome. 


It rests upon the petals of half-closed lotus buds. 
As the murky waters beneath the flowers sway and swing, 
So swings the cradle of the Lovely One, 


Waiting love’s welcome. 


Into the sacred chalice of the Child’s heart 


Descend, tier upon tier, 
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Angels of the mount. 

A mighty mountain whiter than snow 

Rears its peaks in space 

Above the haunts of men. 

The eyes of love shall see it, 

And the heart of the lover shall behold 

Those who tread down, down, 

Into the heart of the young Child awaiting below — 


Angels, mighty in obedience. 


He sleeps— 

Waiting the awakening of love— 
Waiting the advent of light— 
Waiting, until His cradle 


Becomes the heart of man’s love. 


Then, He will awaken. 
Until then, 


The Babe sleeps on. 
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LINES TO TEACHERS 
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In the Eastern world some believe that the spiritual teacher 

is linked to the disciple by ties which extend through many 

incarnations. Мо devotion can be too great to give to him 
who leads the soul in the way of liberation. 
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ONLY THEE 
Lord I have only Thee— 
Only Thee ! 
In all the world 


None other—only Thee! 


I blindly sought to find another, 





But in my pain 
I see, 
О Lord, in all this world of pain, 


No love, no friend, but Thee. 


Here in my room 
Alone I sit 

And think 

On Thee— 

Yet not alone, 


For Thou art near to me, 


Thy gentle eyes 
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Between the shadows of my thoughts 


Look out 
Like rays breaking through clouds 


And shining on a troubled sea. 


Thy gentle hands are raised, 


Not to protest 

Nor to defend or blame, 
But O 

To ease the pain 


Of mine own perfidy. 


Thy lips are parted 

Smiling welcome to the renegade. 
How can it be 

That Thou 

Such welcome could afford 

To one like me— 

A fool, a faithless steward 


A blighted tree ? 
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Ah by Thy love 

I see 

Why Thou art kind to me— 

Thou knowest that in all the world 
I have none other— 

None to weep to— 

None to fly to— 

None to creep to— 


Only Thee—only Thee ! 
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THE CONQUEROR 
Hail to him who for Love’s sake casts down 
All honour to himself, all praise, renown— 
All things and ways that stand 'twixt him and Love— 


The holy gift which cometh from above. 


Behold he of himself hath made a tree, 
Whereunder all may rest perpetually ; 
So that his body like the Lord's is made, 


That giveth to all things a cooling shade. 
Blest, blesséd is the holy Tree of Love! 
O blesséd are the Everlasting Arms! 


Blest are Thy leafy shades, below, above ! 
Blest, Thy shady branches, Lord of Love ! 
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THE HOLY FEED 
O Lord, I lie at Thy feet— 
(Sitting, lying, standing—at Thy feet—Thy pearl-feet, 
Where were these hands that clasped them Sec? ы” 
Where, these eyes wandering ?— 
Wandering in sightless seeings, 
Seeing them not, O stars that tread the earth! 
O footprints of Love’s very Majesty ! 
O Lord! O Heart! O blessed feet ! 


Treading to wake Love's very self in me— 


Where, where wandering ? 
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“THE PRISONER 


Ah Love! 


Let in the light of Thine eyes between the bars of my 
cage— 
Let in the strength of Thy longing, 


So I may break its bars and hold Thee ! 


I have counted the years— 
Heart-beats of expectancy. 
Urgent unresting time, 

Wasting oceans of forgetfulness, 


Muffled my sighing. 
But now—O Love ! 
Let in the glance of Thy beauty 


Through time and space and death, 


And set me free ! 
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WAKEN MY HEART 
Waken my dead heart, | 


Flower of Love ! 





I am trying to make a song to Thee, 


[ But it has a hollow reverberation. 
| O awaken my heart ! 
| 
The high sound is like a cry 
Echoing back from the lonely world ; 
| The rhythm 
Is indeterminate, 
а Uncreative— 
The dull throb of a heart in it’s sleep. 


Waken, O awaken this heart ! 


I have come across a wilderness 
To a place which is desolate ; 
ig My voice returns to me 


From the hot rocks— 
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Old, dry,dusty. - ; 
O waken my heart, 


Thou dewy Flower 


І have lost the way - 
Amid long shadows; 

My song is not clear 
Because I am bewildered. 
I sought Thy perfume. 

In desert places, 

But the storm dispersed it ; 
Now it is lost again 
Among the foothills, 

And I am lost 

In a sick sleep. 

O waken— 

O awaken— 


My heart ! 


When wilt Thou come— 
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Flower of Sweetness ? 
When wilt Thou come— 
Dew of Morn? 

When wilt Thou waken me, 
Perfume of Loveliness— 
That I may drowse no more 
Among the rocks— 

Among the foothills— 
That I may see Thee 


And rejoice ? 
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NOTHING OF THIS WORLD 
Thou hast acta of this world 
O Guru! 
А simple mariner art Thou— 
A cowboy, a shepherd 
Or a carpenter. 


Thou hast nothing of this world. 


Thou art one with all priceless things— 
Love, truth, 

Faithfulness and patience : 

With all eternal things— 

Death, birth, 

The tides and seasons, 


And fertile space. 


"Thou stealest into the unexpecting heart 
(Only the poor know Poverty). 
Like a soft cloud veiling the lovely moon 


Thou comest upon the heart that is a light unto itself. 
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Thou hast nought of this world ! 

But, O Guru! 

Thy wretched rags, thy soiled hands, thy parched skin 
Shame its splendours— 


Its might and dazzling pomp. 


Let us come to thee 

Out of poor trivialities, 

Quietly, one by one, 

With dedication 

And with assurance. 

For thou, O Beggar among men! 


Shalt not ask in vain for our love. 
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HOME 
Where’ere Thou art 


Home is. 


When Thou leavest me 


I am homeless, lost and dying. 


I will make my home where Thou art, Beloved— 
Where Thou canst never forsake me— 

In the trees and winds and the undying waters— 

In the earth and stars and the unyielding rocks— 

In the thoughts of quiet and the desires of humbleness— 
I will find Thee, perfect and supreme, 

In my secret homeless home, 


Inly and alone. 


There no winter will assail, 
No sun will scorch. 
The fears of night will flee, 


No plunderer will penetrate. 
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In the calm, cool solitude 
Of my hidden home, 


I will see Thee, and rejoice. 


Wild things will come about us— 
Birds, creatures of the forest— 
Timid lizards— 

Snakes and stinging creatures— 


Made fearless by the Harmless One. 


O Guru! 

In this my home with Thee, 

Thou wilt open mine eyes to loveliness 

And mine ears to Wisdom’s voice. 

In this, my home, 

Thou wilt show my hands right doing 

And feed me with truth. 

The perfumes of the clouds will be upon us— 


And every fruitful flower will comfort our sojourning. 
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Home is where Thou art 


O Guru! Ihave found my home with Thee. 
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THE WINDING PATH 
O Thou Who are the winding path, 
The mountain top, 
The valley low— 
The curvéd hill, 
The bright rainbow— 


Lie on my heart, Thou Heart of Snow! 


О Thou Who art the river's edge, 
The Boat to cross 

The river's sedge— 

The foaming stream, 

The watery gleam— 


Lie on my heart, Thou Heart of Dream ! 


Sweet voice and low I hear below 
The softest flute, 
The faintest lute. 
Sustaining Tone ! 


Thou, Thou alone 
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Can'st pierce my heart—my heart of stone. 


O tender Sage! My life I give 
Into Thy hands— 

For I would live 

Henceforth in Thee, 


Now set me free— 


My heart, Thy life, and Thou the Key! 
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RIDER OF STORMS 
I have laid down my burden, 
The ache of it oppresses me no more. 
I have laid down my burden— 
I, who am deaf and lame and blind, 
At least I can feel Thy feet in the darkness, 
And there I have laid it down— 


The burden which is myself. 


O my Ocean Lord! Thou unseen Traveller in storms! 
On wind and lightning and sharp rain 

Thou hast ridden unto my poor house. 

On the oceans’ blast Thou camest in 

And I laid me down at Thy feet. 

As roaring waves they came over me ; 

But I laid my burden down 

And it was washed out into Thy tempest— 


Lost and gone! 
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When morning comes, bright, sun-wrapped, 
I shall forget the raging of the black night, 
The rain, the ocean, and the unseen feet. 
Then, through the dust of many days, 
Fresh burdens will appear. 


But the hot days will bring more storms to cool the 
heavy hours. 


I shall welcome Thee again, Lord of Seas ! 
When the burden of my accumulating. 

Has grown too great. 

Again, again, in the stormy dark, 

I shall lay it down by Thy feet ; 

Again, and yet again, 

The fierce winds blowing through Thy garments 
Shall whirl it away into the infinite canopy— 
Into the fathomless oceans— 

Where I lose and find and lose myself 


In endless nights and days. 
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THE LIBERATOR 
Ere yet awake, I worshipped 
And found thee in mine infant dreamings 
Fastening their gates of sleep 


With golden springs that opened on th’ eternal. 


In my youth I found thee, 
Standing firm to storm and wind, 
Battling their wrath for me, 

And strung unto thy fastness 


My sapling tree. 


In my passion-time I found thee— 
More, Oh more! 
Pressing out love’s boundaries 


To vistas of eternity. 


Now in mine age I find thee not, 
Forlo! Thou hast become 


The very breath of life in me— 
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Desired ! Beloved! Beyond satiety— 
Day-in-Night ! 
Being Itself in Thee ! 
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THE DIVINE LOVER 
Master ! Teach us through the heart 
Let us feel Thy flame of purity 
Drawing up our Spirit's fire ; 
Stay our feet within Thy hands ; 
Loose our passion in Thine arms’ tight bands ; 
Bend from paradise 
Thine eyes upon our misted ways of sight, 
And in Thy dream-girt locks, 


Entwine our souls, as dawn entwines the night. 
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THE ETERNAL WATCHER 
Softly I watch and ponder ; 
Softly I watch My children 
Never I fail, nor wander 


Far away. 


On high mountain tops 





My Face is seen ; | | 
In dark valley-ways 


My Feet do gleam. 


Patient I watch and ponder— 


Eternal. 
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THE FLAME-CARRIER 
An angel with a flame upon his hand, 
Went out from heaven into shadow-land, 
Where dwell the spirits who are tried on earth 
A little while, before their heav'nly birth. 


And as that angel passed, the shadows grew, 


Yet, in their blackness, some wise spirits knew, 


Were hid the footprints of a son of God— 


The glory of an angel of the Lord. 
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THE SHIP OF PEACE 

O'er the Sea of Tears ` ` 

Floats the Ship of Peace. 
Waves of torn and aching years— 
Sails of dull grey-wingéd fears— 


Press it onward. 


Harbour it will never enter 





For the Sea of Tears is boundless— 
‘Dark and restless! 


Fathomless ! 





But the Ship rides stately, nathless, 
| And the light by which it steers, 
Cometh not from heav'nly orbs 
| But from out those very tears, 
| Wherein it glideth, proud and calm, 
Through the aching, breaking years, 


Moving forward. 


To the Captain leaning down 
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Deep-reflected are those beacons, 
Like as stars in wells of stillness— 


Wholly beautiful. 
O'er the Sea of Tears 
Sails the Ship of Peace, 


Bringing heart's release— 


Speeding Godward! 
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TO THE EARTH, ON A HILLSIDE 


IN DEVON 
Like a tired and fretful child, 


On your breasts, 


Mother dear! 





Bathed in their tender perfume, 
Dearest, dearest Mother, 


I am lying. 


Pull your sári over me, | 
Sweetest Heart-of-mine I— 
Sky-blue sári, cloudy-bordered, 


And your silken hair, disordered. 


Let me see your tender eyes, 

' Neath their shades, as stars, arise— 
Lightsome depths that read my soul 
Goldening its darkened scroll 

By their love, 


Joy of mine! 
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Let me feel your little fingers 

In my hair, 

Twining soft— 

Zephyr breezes on your lips— 

О I kiss them, dear—how oft ? 
Breathing deep their magic healing, 
Peace and wonder through me stealing— 
In my soul your living balm, 

In its storm your restless calm, 


Mother mine! 


May I sleep 

On your breasts, 

Sweetest Love ? 

Nay, but why 

Do I ask you ?— 

For your arms are round me clinging, 
And your anklets gently ringing, 
"Neath my heart, 


As I rest 
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In your nest. 


d Will you take me in your arms, 
When I die, Mother mine? 

If you take me thus, Beloved, 
And thus often—O my darling, 
Why not take me now, forever, 


| To your shrine ? 
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SEPTEMBER MORNING AT HINDHEAD 
(England) 


The high mists warm with earth-love floated loose 
In aerial isles between the wat'ry firs; 

The rainbow-shadows flitted on the hills, 

Like fairies shamed in sudden break of light, 
Stealing away to fern-hid fastnesses 

Till eve again should call them out to play. 

The birds trod softly, banks of scented moss, 
With jet eyes flashing cool the morning fire ; 

And insects ambling and faint flutterings 

Of early winds stirred in the drowsy trees. 

The heather wreathed the sleeping pale-flushed day 
And spilled its dews upon the brows of dawn, 
Whilst all the clouds of heaven leaned to kiss 

The mist-sealed eyelids of the wak’ning earth, 
And all earth’s being throbbed in the soft bliss 

Of early daylight........ 
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The Sculptor :— 


The Painter :— 


The Musician :— 


The Poet :— 


CONTACTS 
" [ meet the Earth 
And she says: 
* O hands soul-touched, 


Clasp me!' " 


" I meet the Rainbow, 
Whispering : 
` Spirit-light, 


Enlighten me!' " 


" [ meet the Winds 
And they moan: 
' Poet-heart, 


Entwine us in thy melody!’ " 


“The Waters surge unto my feet, 
And beg me loose soft tears 
To set them free. 


The Fires arise from out the stars, 
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And find in me their bourne and 
liberty.” 


Any Artist :— “My flame grows brighter, whiter, 
Speeding upward, 
Lighter, lighter,— 
Storms the zenith, 


Breaks the ether— 


God’s Flame, 
Darting down, 


Meets me.” 
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THREE PATHS 
According to Hinduism, God is reached by diverse paths. 
Some find liberation by the way of Life—Purusha ; some 
by the way of Matter—Prakriti; some by the way of 


the Absolute which is beyond and in Spirit-Matter—Para- 
brahm. All paths are one. Amrita isthe nectar of the Gods. 


Like a boat, borne on the tide of a mighty river, 
My soul was rocked unto Thy shores, O Father !— 
Down upon its sails blew the winds of Thy steering ; 
And Thy waves, close gathered, 


Drove it on to harbourage. 


Like a cloud, rain-laden, 

Seeking the earth, 

I sought Thy feet, О Mother !— 

Down through the depth sank my tears, 
And Thy mists uprising, 


Turned their salt to amrita immortal. 


Like a poet, spell-bound in his own imaginings, 


I neither sailed nor wept, 
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But stood, transfixed in Thy Majesty, O Father-Mother ! 
And on that time, Time ceased— 


And space, and tears ; 
And all things flowed 
In Me. 
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LINES ON FREEDOM 
Unnumbered arms are spread to greet— 
Unnumbered lips are raised to meet— 
Unnumbered hearts are pressed to Thee— 


But thou, O Love of Loves, art free ! 


As cloud before the sun 
Though melts into Thy presence ; 
As passion unto love, 
Self vieii itself to Thee. 
Thyself—myself I 
O pure— 
.. O strong irradiant Essence! 
Life in Thy web lies bound— 


Thou art eternal, free! 
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CORPUS CHRISTI 
Our hearts have seen it— 
A cloud upon the mountains, 
Soaring above their valley’s mists of woe, 
More beautiful in golden imag'ry | 
Than all the radiant heralds 
Of all the worlds’ unending nights and days ; 


Veil upon Itself of utter Love. 


Our lips have kissed 

Its wonder, yielded on their flaming pyres, 
When, weeping soft, we drew unto our arms 
The low, the vile, the fallen, and the weak. 
Oh then It clasped our weakness too! 
Instead foul breath of sin, 


Its own sweet Breath, cleansing our souls, passed in. 
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MY FATHER’S HOUSE 


Once a Bengali Student in London sang a song t 
said that the words were by Rabindranath Tagore Ж 
gave те а rough translation. He knew little English and 
I knew no Bengali. I could not bear the sound of 
the translation, so to please myself I imagined a song 
something like this— 

In Thy house 

As a child 

Dearest, I am growing; 

Life of mine, 

Gift of Thine, 


Holy and All-Knowing ! 


Father’s breast 

Pillows me 

In my infant weakness ; 
And in birth 

On this earth, 


Mother's loving meekness. 


Thou hast tied, 
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Patiently, 

Heart-knots of my friendship ; 
All I see 

Brings to me 


Token of Thy kinship. 


O Thy great 

Wondrous world 
Spreadeth out before me; 
Stream, hill, wood— 
Passing good, 

Each and all adore Thee ! 


In the Here, 

In the There, 

ZEon age exceeding, 
Death and birth, 

Pain and mirth— 

All! Inall, Thy leading! 
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THE WHITE LAKE ` 
Beyond the farthest stars, 
Within the innermost, 
There is a lake of white effulgence— 
Whirling eddies and deep quietude— 
In the heart it grows, becomes an ocean, 
Bursts forth t6 sunlit skies above— 
It is the ocean-world beyond the seas— 
Beyond the seas of sense and thought, of death and life— 


It is the Heaven of Love! 
There Lover and Beloved. are at one. 


It is the bourne of every aching heart— 

Of every sighing breath of pain and toil— 

There Lover and Beloved are at one. 

It is the ocean-world beyond the seas— 

And there commune the saints, the blest, the good— 


God's multitude. 
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THE SNARE 
Tangled hair and foetid breath, 
Here stands Life, twin-shade of Death— 
Heaving breasts and head thrown high, 


Eyes on heaven's canopy. 


In an alabaster bowl 
Holds she close each prisoned soul ; 
See, her arms in snake-like coils 


Hold them fast within their toils. 


Fell desire hath giv'n her strength, 
So her bowls will crack at length— 
Yes, each bowl will break in twain !— 


Yes, each soul its freedom gain. 


Tangled Кай: апа feetid breath, 
Here stands Life, the bride of Death. 


Would you follow in her wake, 
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And her death-like kisses take ? 
© beware illusion’s breath— 


' Ware the strangle-kiss of Death ! 
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NIGHT ON CHELSEA EMBANKMENT 
The moonlight and the light of a lamp 


Twin watch on yonder darkling river keep. 


A saint’s light and the light of a tramp 


Twin stars within the great Peace-Ocean sleep. 
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THE QUEST 
On I walked, and at each turn of the road 
I thought I saw the Shade of Thee; 
But ever as I walked, that Shade went past; 


Now I stand still, until Thou comest to me. 
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EVENSONG 
As when at night Thou drawest all lives 
Unto Thy breast, O Lover— 
As when in death Thou drawest all loves 
Unto Thy rest, O Lover— 
So now at even draw our hearts to Thee 


And steep them in eternity. 
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| 
DREAM-SHATTERING DEATH | 
Dream-shattering Death! | 
Through earth's misted valleys 
Pierce thy bright shafts, 


And through a thousand vapours sundered, 





Thy hills gleam, radiant, beckoning. 


O Death! How have we missed thy hallowed touch, 
Ling'ing ‘mid ashen joys and dooméd years C 


- And creeping to thy breast again, vast Mother, 





With slow wan feet, as children having wronged 


Thy light, thy love, thy stainless sanctity ? 
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THE JEWELLED CORD 
“ All this is threaded on me like pearls upon a string." 
—Shri Krishna. 
“I say that ye resist not evil.”—Jesus. 


Thy tumbling locks 

On brows of harlots 

Round my fingers curl— 

And on the starlit temples of Thy muses, 
In pale confusion furl. 

I look into my lover’s eyes— 

In eyes of dogs, of poets, prostitutes— 
And see Thy likeness there. 

I kiss the ground the blessed saints have trod, 
I kiss the reddened lips of sin—My God 
I find Thee everywhere! 


Some speak to me of ' bad’ and of the ‘ good’; 
I smile into their poor bewildered faces: 
For I have seen how in Thy pictures stood 


The darkness with the lightness, in Thy graces: 
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" But wrong is wrong,” they urge—I turn aside. 
(They know not of Thy many-jewelled cord.) 
"Tis wrong alone to cackle at life's day, 

To stab the erring and his soul betray, 

When he is seeking Thee his own heart's way— 
Not theirs, nor mine, 


But Thine, O tender Lord! 





"Sëll es 
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A DYING PEACOCK, TO SHAH JAHAN 
Thou hast broken my wings— 
Thou Maker of Beauty! 
In the pride of the hunter 
Thou hast pierced through Beauty's wings, 


And her plumes lie bloody in the dust. 


O King of Kings! 
For this, thy greedy pride, 


Thou shalt share my stricken loveliness— 


My broken love. 
O King of Kings! 
Thou hast throned thyself on peacocks! 


But in this deed of murder 


Lies thy shame and thy destiny. 
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A BIRTH-SONG | 


This dedicatory poem was written for and read at, the 
All-India Music Conference, Ajmer, October, 1936. 


The last cloud-veils are passing over the shoulders of 
: the mountains ; 

Upon their green-clad bosoms bright trees glitter like 

jewels in the autumn sun. 
Large birds are hovering in the scintillating clear air, 
And butterflies are mating. 
The sunflowers in my garden are pouring seeds from 
their heavy heads 
Upon the expectant earth, ` 


And my children are dancing in the glad breeze. 


Below—far below—a grey-blue mist 
Envelopes in soft glory the plains and foothills, 
Stretching to an infinite depth, 


A bewildering distance. 
O plains of India— 


Mysterious and awful plains 


Stretched out before me, 
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Wrapped in the deep grey-blue of the brooding God ! 


From afar I gaze upon you, 
And you are all-beautiful ! 

Yet from anear, if I should approach you, 
Your blue turns to dust ; 

Your mystery deepens to blackness ; 


Your allurement becomes horror. 


What is this, my India ? 

Spread before me are hunger, 

Strife and woe— 

Disease, solle and perfidy. 

Your holy dust is blood-clotted 

By the feet of a thousand conquerors ; 
Your holy soul is seared 


In the grip of a thousand untruths. 


O plains of India ! 
In the midst of beauty, 
On the hill-top, 


Ki 
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Gazing down into yon grey-blue curtain, 


I weep with sorrow. 


Where shall arise the brightness of clear-seeing to make 
Thee whole ? 
Whence shall come the stream of refreshing to assuage 
Thy thirsty peoples— 
Of purity, to cleanse them ? 
Whence, the conquering power of truth to end conquest— 


Of peace, to weld Thy children ? 


In one beam of Its Light 

Heaven alone can end Thy misery ! 
And beyond, the heaven of heavens, 
Poetry vision of the seer— 

Music creation of the All-Enowing— 


Can mend and make Thee whole. 


Let then Thy bards and singers arise— 
Quickly, let them arise— 


And set their flames upon the land! 
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A soft sound shall pierce the blue mist, 

Shooting its silvery message to the sky ; 

A quiet new melody shall be uttered— 

That which has been heard in the heart, 

(And it is truth—music which is truth). 

This melody which will conquer all Thy foes, my Mother, 


Shall spread over Thy land and conquer Thee. 


О come soon! Arise quickly ! 

Bards of a new nation! 

Adventurers of the Spirit ! 

Harbingers of liberty, of joy ! 

And breathe peace upon our Mother in Her birth-hour 


Sing peace, also, to the lonely Watchers upon the 
mountains ! 


* * * ж ж 
(We will await you, welcome you, bards of this 
: : birth-hour— 
We Who sit upon the mountains 
Watching the fateful plains, 


Dreaming for India. 


We will bless you, extol you, embrace you, empower you— 
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So you be singers of the Real, 
Angels of music, 
Messengers of the Sun). 
D * * * * 
Sing to us truly of that Sun beyond the mists ; 
Lead us into that Sunlight 
Out of confusion, 
Into harmony— 


Starry harmony. 


Lead us into the pleasurable places of the desireless, 

Unto the tender foothills where pilgrims are tarrying till 
the dawn. 

Take us out of bitterness, 

And when our tears must flow— 


Wipe them away. 


Open your mouths, 
Bards of India! 
Saviours! Musicians! 


Arise! 
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Let the strong breath of truth flow out! 
Let it be a clarion-call ! 

Sing to the Watchers upon the mountains! 
Break a new way, 

That their rivers may flow 

Deeply—more deeply—to the sea ; 

That our people may reach 


Surely—more surely—to the Light. 
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AFTER AN ILLNESS 
I think Thou art coming back! 
How long is it since I saw Thy face ? 
I know not! Time stood still. 
I suffered death in life, 
Seeming bereft of Thee. 
But now— 


Thou art coming back. 


I think I can see Thy face, 
Peering through clouds of pain ; 
And hear the soft tread of footsteps ` 


Sounding through the uncertain twilight of my torpor. 


I think Thou art coming back 
To where I have lain waiting for Thee 
In darkness and mute lamenting, 


Through hours of stress and agony. 


Thou art coming 
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Not as a Prince to His Beloved, 

But as a Beggar to His frugal repast. 

I will spread this poor meal for Thee, 

My honoured Guest and loved Friend. 

Nay, Thou knowest that all of mine is Thine, 
So Thou wilt come and take Thy need 

Of my poor self —my only offering— 


Thy right and Thy due. 


I think Thou art coming back 

To rest upon my doorstep ; 

And I shall see Thy face 

Athwart the strong sunrays beyond— 

Against the lights glancing from many fluttering leaves 


Upon the trees outside. 


One glance of Thine eyes 
Will make my poor habitat 


A place of beauty. 
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O Thou art coming back 

My friend and Liberator ! 

Let me hasten to cleanse this house 
And to prepare food for Thy refreshing ; 
For Thou art coming 


To renew Thyself at my empty heart. 
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IN HOSPITAL, LAHORE 
Do not leave me—I am Your helpless child. 
If I have to die, I will die into You; 
If I have to live, I will live unto You; 
But oh! Do not leave me! 


For I am Your helpless child. 


If I must be punished, then sustain me! 
For without You, I cannot even bear this gift of grief. 
If I am impatient, share this burden with me! 


For І am Your helpless child. 


Oh! Do not leave me! For I cannot reach You, 
Unless You seek me out. 

One death I fear—to lose You; 

Nought matters, if You stay with me; 

But, if You hide away, I am then indeed, 


Your helpless, helpless child. 
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TO A WILD IRIS IN KASHMIR 
God, Who made thee so lovely— 
Could He make us less lovely ? 
God, Who made thee so frail— 
Has He made us less frail ? 
He, Who makes Beauty perpetually in His creation— 
Could He make Death ugly to defeat Himself? 
Shall He Who creates imperishable splendour, 


Die in death, or be swallowed up in pain? 


Purple Iris! Teach me His Way— 
Beautiful in life! Patient in death! 
Wild flower of this holy valley, 
Bend my mortal will to the Immortal Will EE in 
thee— 
To Its magnificence—Its perfection—Its purpose— 
Its purity ! 
Let me become only as thou art, 
And I shall have set my soul in the way of God, 


Who made thee in His Image and Likeness. 


135 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


SEEKER AND SOUGHT 
The Seeker :— 
If Thou art not beauty—what art Thou ? 
If Thou art not love—what art Thou ? 
If Thou art not ecstasy—what art Thou ? 


If Thou art not life—what art Thou? 


The Sought :— 
Child! I am not love, nor beauty, nor ecstasy. 
Swinging between life and death— 
"Twixt love and hate, 
Beauty and non-beauty— 
-Swinging between the pairs of opposites, 
I am That which feeds on death and life and the rest. 
You cling to one, abhor the other. 
I, between the pairs upon My Swing, 
Enjoy the opposites 
Secretly, alone. 
I am not two, but One. 


I am the Centre of the Swing, and swung. 
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I am not swayed, though moving. 
Seek the Pivot ! 


Cease from questioning ! 
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PRAYER 
Almighty Spirit, in whose gleaming Way 
ZEons appear as beams of night and day ; 
Hope of the fallen, strength of the oppressed ; 
Life of the living—of the dead, sweet rest. 
Into the broken heart Thy balm is poured ; 
No fest'ring wound by Thy &reat Life abhorred. 
Thou art the pang of hate—Thou, Cupid's dart ; 
Of paths Thou art the end, and ev'ry part. 


Into my Spirit pour Thy Spirit blest— 

Answer my prayer! Yield Thou to my request ! 
Naked my soul before Thee comes, O Light! 

Pierce with Thy beams, and shatter with Thy might ! 
Break with Thy thunder! With Thy light'nings rive, 
Crack and devour and pardon me, and shrive! 

So in my dying I may live in Thee— 


Set free my spirit, Lord ! O set me free! 
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NOSTALGIA 
I long for something, I know not what: 
It is not cold, it is not hot; 
It is not here, it is not there— 


"Tis in my heart, ‘tis everywhere. 


It comes not early, nor comes it late; 
It is not void, it is not spate; 
I long entirely to break life's knot 


Could I but know what I've forgot! 


My heart may break and my heart may mend, 
But the yearning within can never end. 
Is it the fate of all things born. 


To wander unresting, cast-out, forlorn ? 


“ Have faith in God," the wiseheads say— 
As well ask night to trust in day— 

For I am dark (yet there is light) 

But I only feel the pall of the night. 


139 


CC-0 Kashmir Research Institute. Digitzed by eGangotri 


THE POET’S HOUSE 
Your house is painted white 
But the airs about, within it, 


Have been coloured rainbow by angels. 


Its floors are plain and pure, 
But the Floor of Heav’n upon them 


Is mosaic inwrought with jewels. 


Outside, a little lawn 
Is a meeting-place of fairies, 


Soft and secret, tender and mystic. 


The cool flat roof invites 
Tranquil starlit contemplation 


Of the Maker’s mighty enchantment, 


Small windows, modest, deep, 
Like a poet's eyes, desireless, 


Welcome in the wand’ter to sojourn. 
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ГЇЇ rest within your house, 
Breathing thankfulness, O Poet! 


For the heart of dreaming that built it. 


I'll pace its garden paths, 
For the earth of them is perfumed 


In the sanctity of the Cleansing. 


Your soul cleaned through by God 
Of this place has made a palace 


Where my dreams shall blossom and prosper. 


And I am now a queen! 
On my head the crown is nothing, 


And my heart is drunk with its empire. 


Your’s is the home of nought, 
But its riches are enduring— 


Happy is the seeker who finds them! 
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God bless you in this house 
And God bless you in this garden, 


In the joy past ev'ry enchainment. 


Lahore, November, 1939. 
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WESAK 
At the festival of Wesak at the full moon of May, the 


Lord Gautama Buddha is said to return to bless this world. 
His return is called " The Shadow of Buddha." 


Thy voice 
Unheard, rings melody unto the worlds. 
Thy face-—a glory blending form to light— 
Shines into darkened slumbers, like some orb 
Of pure and burning lovliness. Thine arms— 
Girders of cosmos! Scaffolding of time !— 
Unfelt, encircle piteous hordes of earth, 
Who moan and starve for bliss—unreachable, 


For that they seek it not upon Thy breast. 


O Thou Who in nirvana ling'rest yet 

Anigh our gloom, our deep-entangled sphere, 
Yea! Amid dark that once Thy being rent 
In farthest hells, Thou mov'st, undying Love. 
Ah Lord! Ah Budh! Enchainéd Liberty! 


Listen! We cry—in soundless deeps, we cty— 
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Lord and adoréd, King of life and flesh, 

Transfix our souls within Thy majesty ! 

Come, come, Thou painlessness, Thou hope, Thou all! 
And rule inseparate our yielded selves. 

Lo! Fierce desire hath end, possessed of Thee, 

And broken hearts revive, Thy name to tell— 
Thrice-blesséd name, whereat forgetfulness 

Is slaughtered, and the mad life cowers low, 

And out upon the soul’s pervading eye, 

Shatt'ring the void, Thy Presence merges clear. 

Ah wonder! Painless Joy! 

Thou deep refreshment of the famishing ! 

Sole hope of worlds, Thou Wisdom-Innocence ! 

The universe is pregnant with Thy life. 

See! Through the op’ning clouds Thy form appears! 
The world-mists fade—Thine eyes look out between 
The cloven drifts. Redeemer! Earth, heav’n, hell, 
Flower unto bliss! Lord Buddha—Thou art here! 
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THE POOL OF WISDOM 
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In the winter of 1935-36, I was staying at a place 
called Madhopur, in Gurdaspur District, Punjab. On 
January 2nd, 1936, I dreamed that I heard the first and 
thirty-seventh verses and the first line of the twenty-eighth 
verse of the following poem. Next day I wrote out the 
whole poem at a sitting, excepting the last five verses. These 
I did at Lahore in March 1939, the poem having lain by 
unfinished owing the pressure of other work. 

Meanwhile (in May 1937), I had gone to live in 
Kashmir. There I found the Pool amid the mountains, 
in a place held by tradition and by history to have been 
inhabited by holy men—‘ fairy men”, the people there call 
them. I asked a fisherman why they are called “fairy 
men". He said: “ Because they can fly”. “And where 
have they flown іо?” I queried. " Long ago, they flew 
away beyond the mountains to Tibet.” I wonder! I went 
up to the Pool of Wisdom, and I felt them to be there 


still. 
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THE POOL OF WISDOM 


There lies a limpid pool 
Between majestic crags of topmost peak 
Far in the mountains, cool, 


Embraced of sun and moon and lightning streak. 


“The Pool of Wisdom " named ; 
Each drop of іє the pure amrita’s dew; 
Far it is known, and famed, 


But those who taste its healing draughts are few. 


It is a place of peace s 
For Spirits who to peace can inly soar ; 
There ache of life doth cease, 


Because the live and dead beneath its floor 


Of starry nothingness, 
Are but the rafters of mortality, 
Fixed in the fathomless 


Foundations of primeval verity. 
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There golden eagles spread 
Around the silent summits, morn and night, 
Wings like dark sails that shed 


Into the sea of heaven sprays of light. 


And morn and ev'n are hymned 
Upon the silent harp of Beauty there— 
Pure music, Spirit-limned— 


In the bright ethers' measure, full and rare. 


A hero race of man, 
Bred of the stars, the Heart of things, of light, 
Dwells, since the earth began, 


Kin of the eagles, in that spacious height. 


Surely, a race of Gods 
Succours the eaglets in that far-off bourne ! 


Brothers to saints, to sods— 


To those in joy, and those who hopeless mourn. 
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The legend runs that some 
Descend into the valleys deep below 
To ease our pain They come, 


Driv'n by love from their pure homes of snow. 


In times gone by, this Band 
Oft to the saddened world its way would take, 
And dust of roads and sand 


Of deserts stirred within its hallowed wake. 


But as mankind grew old, 
Sophisticated, dull as tired clay, 
Hard-hearted, mad and bold, 


The Holy Band, neglected, turned away. 


Also, the legend tells 
How, when that Holy Band to peace returned 
Within the mountain fells, 


One Brother with a mighty longing burned, 
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And lingered on behind, 
His noble heart suffused with pity rare— 
His calm effulgent mind 


Restoring hope to those who languished there. 


In a human form He went 
Within the prisons of men's ignorance, 
To liberate them bent— 


Revealed their depths of greed and arrogance. 


The flame, the whip, the cell, 
Are mankind's tributes to angelic love. 
Scorn—calumny as well— 


Are poured upon the messengers of Jove; 


And to this Holy Throng 
Mankind shrieks : “ Stay in heav'n, but come not near 
Where you do not belong— 


Our kingdom and our dominance are here ! " 
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Betrayed, the Holy Soul 
Fled to the hills, but ere He reached their height, 
He fell upon a knoll 


Murm'ring His grief into the quiet night. 


An angel's grief is shared 
By ev'ry child of nature. The moist ground 
Drank in His tears ; now stared 


Full wisely, owls and nightbirds gathered round. 


No more the cricket’s call— 
The angel’s cry of grief he clearly heard, 
And moths and beetles—all 


To sympathetic flutterings were stirred. 


The humble mice, the frogs, 
Watched, their round eyes with understanding filled ; 
Restless and lean wild dogs \ 


Licked His tired feet, their fiercer natures stilled. 
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The leaning sky spilt dew 
To wash the stains of sorrow from His face, 
And everything he knew 


The spider did to cover that cruel trace 


Of mankind’s perfidy. 
Mild nature’s voice spoke to Him on that hill. 
His spirit’s melody 


Soon strengthened in His calming soul, until 


The drapery of dawn 
Enwrapt Him in its mystic cloak of light, 
And to His pain was born 


Purpose, from dark uncertainties of night ! 


The splendid sun arose, 
Attended by soft winds and coloured clouds, 
And all things comatose 


Hid in tree-trunks, in crevices, in shrouds, 
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Now wak'ning, sapphire-eyed, 
Saluting low each lovely dawn-lit peak, 


To His far kin He cried : 


" Lend me your power, that I may truly speak 


Forever to man's mind, 
In secret ways to nature only known ; 
Till slowly, all mankind 


Our wisdom and Our Lordship, too, shall own!” 


(An angel's wish is deed— 
' Tis voice of God and nature blent in опе; 
Within this vibrant seed 


The wonders of the universe are done.) 


His Lordly Brothers came 
And communed with that glorious Spirit there : 
“ Let Thou Our wrath proclaim ! 


Mankind shall seek and lose Us everywhere ; 
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Seeking, shall find Us not ! 
(See Thou this tribulation, born of sin), 
Finding, shall know Us not, 


E'en though We to its homes should enter in. 


No more will We permit 
The crucifixion of the messenger— 
The sin and shame of it. 


A silent wall shall meet each passenger 


Who seeks Our home. Away! 
Brother of light ! Comrade in loveliness ! 
Angel of wisdom! Stay 


No more upon this hill of loneliness— 


The Pool of Wisdom seek! 
The Holy Home awaits you, calm, serene— 
The crownéd mountain peak— 


The golden eagles’ glory in between. 
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Forget the darkened minds 
Whose sick distortions make men's lives а hell— 
The cruel, subtle blinds 


Drawn over guilt and innocence as well. 


Forget—forget the rot 
Of greed and gluttony and jealous hate— 
Weak brethren tortured by the gilded sot— 


The temple's portal turned to hell's own gate. 


Forget the crafty hands 
Hooked in the lust of body or of gold, 
Their ever-tight'ning bands. 


Killing earth's seers in their strangle-hold. 


Mount with Us to Our throne!" 
Ascending in the sunlight, mighty, tall, 
They wafted up. Alone 

The Pool of Wisdom lay, calm over all. 
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Returnéd to that place, ^r A | 
He gazed upon the pool of waters clear ; 
The Spirit of his race 


Stirred in Him, and He dropped a glist'ning tear 


In the still pond. It fell 


Moving that peace. Then all his vibrant grief 





Burst from his soul—a spell 


Of magic sorrow, which n’er found relief 


Until those waters whirled 
And swelled, to fall and rise again, and fall 
Out on the thirsting world, 


Bursting their ancient bound'ries at that call ! 


Wavelets ran o’er the brink 
And fell among the crystal rocklets there 
And swiftly ‘gan to sink 


Past stony columns and the boulders bare 
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Of the great hills, and race 
And bubble through vast caverns till they found 
A consecrated place 


In some enchanted temple ‘neath the ground— 


There to abide for days, 


Gath'ring the echoikg music of those halls— 


'The blue stalactites' maze— 


The glim'ring beams upon wet shining walls. 


Then, out upon the hills 
With gathered impetus they sped away, 
A myriad tumbling rills, 


Moving to their own music, grave or gay, 


But always music, till 
To waterfall the humble cascades swell, 
And from each vibrant hill 


A tributary pours into each dell, 
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To wander in green glades 
And irrigate a thousand orchards there , 
' Mid opalescent shades 


Still bringing calm and plenty ev'rywhere. 


Laden with crystal drops, 
The boughs swayed to and fro in the fresh airs ; 
While, swinging the tree tops, 


Love-birds consorted there in happy pairs. 


There by the lucent stream 
The wanderer would calm his troubled soul, 
Watching, through clouds of dream, 


The pleasant waters eddy and splash and roll. 


Down—down into the plains! 
Torrential happiness from each pure source! 
See! Now the cloudy rains 


Comfort the thirsting earth, renew her force. 
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Wide rivers spread their arms 
Voluptuously o'er the sleeping lands, 
Awakening their charms 


And blessing all the labour of men's hands. 


Now stately laden ships 
On swollen tides pass to the statelier sea, 
Wherein each river dips 


To circle the whole world perpetually. 


Thus, by a magic tear 
The waters of a myriad pools are blest ; 
Each season of the year 


Brims with enchantment spread at love's behest. 


Peace from a dewy tear 
Droppéd in Wisdom's Pool upon the hills ! 
Your exiled angels hear 


O man, in nature's storms and calms—in rills, 
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In streams and oceans—in the whole wide world— 
Hear, erring man, the pitying Angel’s voice! 
He from your hearths in violence was hurled, 


But love defeateth hate, Oman! Rejoice 


That love defeateth hate, and love alone 
Through nature sets your feet upon the way 
To endless life. This mighty act hath done 


An angel at the Pool of Wisdom. 
Stay ! 


Raise up your eyes to where a limpid pool— 
Between majestic crags of topmost peak 
Far in the mountains, cool, 


Embraced of sun and moon and lightning streak— 


Reflects an angel's face. Gaze on those eyes— 
Gazing into that pool of heav'n above— 
Below—around—within that place—where lies 


Infinitude of peace, yea, boundless love. 
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